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In the Green House 


The lemon on the lemon tree hangs there 
Suspended in the arbor where the wind 

Is tempered to a gentle touch of air, 

And the sun is warm upon its yellow rind. 
And hanging in the glare of midday sun 

That penetrates the dark and shadowed leaves, 
The lemon bears a hot darkness within 
Distilled from all the light that it receives, 
The slowest distillation of noon light, 

For time is slowest when its gains are made, 
And heavy though it is, the fruit is swayed 
Upon a rising wave of warmth and light. 

This moment: fragrant, still, the briefest sense 
Of some fulfillment, this day, this silence. 


A White Rose Given to Me 


Your white rose now more lovely than it was 
With its green stem that once drank up the rain 
Now drinks the rain that's water in my glass 
Where it and my water measured out remain 
As coupled things, both lending each a part 

To a civilized and innocent repose 

In which not nature nor too much of art 

Has marred a natural grace where it arose, 

But left it sweet and telling of a love 

That may be not the blossoming result 

Of stem and rain and dark earth that it's part of, 
But blossoming no less is clearly felt 

As such more truly ours, nor any less 

For being thus in our power to express. 


White Rose Petals 


In the deep articulations of the rose, 

The flower, the emblem it is said, of love, 
Petals cover petals which then enclose 

A portion of that darkness they're part of. 
Here where it seems the beautiful abounds 
Petals chasing petals are impelled 

Around themselves until the flower surrounds 
That center where a sheer absence is held. 
For at the flower's heart the darkness is 

As nearly pure as white throughout the rest, 
Apparent opposites made one in this 
Complicity where both are manifest 

As each reflects the other there, displayed 
With the flower that they both have made. 


Woman in the Bath (after Bonnard) 


You lie in the half-lit bath, the water's light 
Reflecting tiles on the walls: the purple tinge 
The bath beads have imparted cannot quite 
Disguise the rose warmth of your pale skin 
Which has its more than luminous warm light. 
The tiles are dark. The soft gold light within 
The floating form they harbor half-asleep, 
Nearly awakened by the creaking hinge 

That softly tells of my departing glance, 
Cannot proceed from any other source, 

Nor can it make appeal to just one sense 

But must involve all beauty, all sadness 

For beauty in its casual radiance 

Within the dim confinement it must keep. 


Spring Warmth 


The heavy ice upon the branch is thawed 

And the ground is wet for melting has begun 
With run-off water that leaves steaming mud 
And pools of ice water in the sun -- 

The sun that warms and stirs and now makes run 
The sticky sap within the heart of wood, 
Resinous blood that flushes through the grain 
Of branches that glisten in the morning light 
With melting ice that drips from them like rain. 
How all so unaccountably is right 

As spring warmth runs like sap through every part, 
A sap that rises from the earth and root 

Through every branch until the early shoot 

Stirs green inside the winter of the heart. 


The Stranger 


We're naked in the summer night, the air 

In your dark bedroom warm, and yet 

The midnight breeze just stirs and freshens it, 

The fragrant air we both breathe, now and here: 
Now, when you whisper wordlessly in my ear, 
Here, where your sweat is mingled with my sweat, 
Your legs around me clasping me so tight, 

Your mouth pressed into mine, our breath together, 
Your untormented and yet crying voice 

Now carried through the deep night -- far, so far -- 
Beyond all thought of future or of past, 

Of pleasure or of pain, of chance or choice, 

Of pondered death or sleep or of desire 

For either, of the world possessed or lost. 


Heaven and Earth 


The sky is beautiful tonight, deep blue 

Of hyacinth and cobalt, and the stars 

Are white along the eastern hills. Whispers 
Just audible of evening's breeze that now 
Grows quiet at the very end of day, 

Though still it touches leaf and stem and stirs 
The leafy vines and delicate white flowers. 
Moving between us, all about us too, 

Desire awakening inside of us, 

Though not a good yet bringing us all good, 
Opens forgotten places in the night 

Where laughter flowers from the shaken leaves, 
Where life, the world, and passion are restored 
To what they were and earthly love is sweet. 


Stranger from the dark wood... 


Stranger from the dark wood, how your dark 
Tough nipples were so strange between my teeth, 
And how I felt you whisperingly breathe 

Into my ear ‘now say you want to fuck 

Me, that you want me that you want to suck 

My nipples,’ as you lay there underneath 

Me, as we strove and struggled and my breath, 
Like yours, came faster as you sucked my cock. 

I took your nipples in my mouth again. 

A fluid — clear, a bit like egg white — came 

From them, from you, to me. I was surprised, 
And you somewhat amused by that. And then 
You held my head in both your arms, eyes closed, 
And I, with my eyes closed, shared in your dream. 


The night will come... 


The night will come and it will have your voice, 
Your smoker's voice, felt in your absence 
Like a severed limb. I feel your presence 
Ache in the unsatisfied tormented place 
Where somehow you are still inside of me. 
The two of us were one; I drank you in -- 
Your essence all around me and within, 

My aching tongue searching inside of you. 
So I possess you now and always will. 

Yet what could be more empty, more painful 
Than this consuming memory of love -- 
Possessing nothing, never to be free 

Of what I need most but can never have, 
Although I did once, and it's still part of me. 


Souvenir 


The night's completely silent at this hour 

And I've come back from being with you late. 
There's nothing else to do but sleep or wait 
For dawn to come. Outside a late night shower 


Is tapping through the branches, on the eaves -- 
It sounds like sugar pouring through the leaves. 
Aside from this a perfect stillness reigns 

Just broken by the drops on the window panes. 


What can I say? So many thoughts of you 
Who are the one thing in my mind tonight -- 
Unquiet thoughts and the remembered sight 


Of you in lamplight, both beautiful and true: 
My memory, a trivial souvenir, 
Except that it tells how beautiful you were. 


Alba 


A dry summer. Dust blown along the street. 
The shade is breathed in slightly in the wind-- 
Dawn with its twilight aching in the mind. 
The light is lilac on the white cotton sheet. 


The drapes just parted -- a gray fissure burns. 

The eyelids tremor -- one sleeps or else pretends: 

Blue glow along the edges of the blinds, 

For some moments we're the hinge on which day 
turns. 

Risen at last, the sun continues higher. 

Across the lawn a small crab-apple tree 

Looks like a Chinese character in the glare. 


Awake, you haven't turned to look at me. 
We're like two matches twisted in their fire. 
And yet no fire is like your black hair. 


In Memory of S___ 


The quiet of the garden: evening's light 

Grows deeper as the sun burns in the trees, 

And gradually across the lawn one sees 

The shadows lengthen with the summer night. 
The moths have taken wing and one by one 

The stars make their appearance in the sky, 

The night breeze almost imperceptibly 

Has brought the scent of earth to where I lie, 

The scent of summer night where I, alone, 

Have come to rest and just think quietly. 

The night is still, the breeze blows now and then, 
The roses, their leaves blown by the soft breeze, stir, 
Delicate roses of the long summer, 

These flowers I see, have seen, and will again. 


Old Man in the Garden 


At just past dawn in summer when the sun 

Just barely shows red in the opposite field's trees 

He's there already working in the garden, 

Bringing manure or down on hands and knees 

Transplanting peppers from the small hotbed 

Where they had recently begun to grow, 

Or bracing pole beans in a straighter row 

With sticks and twine, or rummaging the shed 

For sprinkler nozzle or the watering can -- 

These tools the emblems of his waiting care 

That for so long can watch and listen where 

Now he bends to scoop the garden's soil with 
roughened 

And dirt-marked hands, his measure a hand's span, 

His old hand pressed against the cool damp ground. 


II 


The two of us were out behind the garage one day 

To see about the berries that grew there, 

Our blackberries that looked a bit less each year, 

He just returned from his maintenance job for the day, 

I from whatever fooling around I'd been into. 

"Not too many this year," he said and took 

A single branch in his hand. "See, look..." 

"See how these flowers are ?" He fingered them. 
"Look how few." 

The delicate white blossoms that had been 

So thick in even my recollection grew 

Now more sparse and scattered. "I remember one 

Time it was all covered here...full of these." 

He stood there silent for a moment, then 

Went about inspecting those too-few 

Full branches, humming to himself, just like the bees. 


Snapshot 


It's morning and you rise. You shake your hair 
And stretch yourself a bit, your elbows high, 
Your blue night gown illuminated by 

A slant of light that smolders in the air. 


I want to keep you here just as you are -- 
Your smiling face and hair confused just so, 
Your two bare feet that step so lightly through 
The sun's pathway that cuts across the floor. 


The floor is like a sun dial's burning face 
Now held completely open to the sun, 
No eye to close or gaze to turn away. 


The walls mere walls, blinds sieve the streaming 

day, 
Yet day still comes, our burning time burns on. 
How beautiful it is! -- this time, this place. 


The Body in the Mirror 


You stop to see your image in the mirror 
In which you look and see yourself a thing, 
And see your body merely standing there, 
Or as a single water drop of being. 


How can you ever think of what this is? 
As within its passing it appears 

Such as it has to be, for even this 

Must be and even move as the past years 


Within itself have given it to do 
Among the images it is and was. 
It can and cannot live; yet this is you. 


Like everything it's clearly what it does. 
And is there nothing else? Heard and felt inside 
The moving image which its images hide? 


Mists and Rain 


O end of autumn, winter, muddy spring, 
Dark times of sleep, I love it when you bring 
Your smoky rain and mist and fog like cloud 
To wrap me in a dark diffusive shroud. 


Over that windy and deserted plain, 

Where through the night the creaking weathervane 
Revolves, my soul extends its wings and cries 

Its exultation to the drizzling skies. 


For one accustomed to the frost and sleet, 
Whose heart is half dead, nothing is more sweet 
Than having your cold darkness always near, 


O deadly seasons, sovereigns of our year, 
-- Except perhaps to quiet my distress 
With one both elegant and dangerous. 


A Day at the End of Winter 


Wednesday of ashes, and the graying snow 
Reveals an ashen tint at twilight. 

And in the partial frustration of sight 
There is no promise or purpose of thaw. 


Yet even winter darkness has its light 
Compared to that which one can only know 
Past worldly love or natural sorrow -- 
Sorrow in mind which cannot be made right. 


Disease in time -- what is the timely cure? 
One thing is certain: he's no longer here 
Who imperceptibly has gone elsewhere, 


Who suffered his own gradual erasure. 
We ask what's left, after such contagion, 
To offer to the watery spring sun. 


In the Garden at Evening 


O that I might arrive where jubilance 

Of earthly time is felt through every breeze, 
Such clear and yet obscure austere charities 
That touch the soul deeper than any sense. 


What must I do for this? The diligence 
Of ear and eye, a human realm, a grace 
Received within, the body and its peace: 
With these there is no innate reluctance. 


Yet in the long deferral of that Word 
That will not come, that must never come, 
How great the loss? Still it must go unheard, 


Though in some way it must be felt, become 
The fallen long-obscured yet human word -- 
Though bound within, still finding its freedom. 


Astronomical Twilight 


The air is absolutely clear, and cold, 

The sky at early evening a deep blue, 

Brown smoke is rising straight up from a flue. 
The hills are turning black and the light gold. 
And then a star is bright above the green 

And yellow ember glow, still burning there 
Where chimney smoke is smudged on darkening air 
And opposite the rising crescent moon. 

I see the glimmering fields spread out beneath 
The constellations of the winter sky 

Which astronomical twilight brings up high 
And clear, and see the faint smoke of my breath. 
The earth is darkening and freezing. Light 

Is nearly all reflection, now that it's nearly night. 


Nude in the Bath: Homage to Pierre Bonnard 


Woman and more than woman, 
dreaming, afloat 

In the gold enclosure of rapt time 

Forever timeless yet so warmly clear, 


What is the gold that falls about your throat? 
What is its radiant origin or name? — 
Touching unearthly light to skin and hair. 


If light creates the most intense desire, 

Is this desire I feel for you? your arm 
Draped fluidly along your outstretched form 
Draped by the water -- gold, itself so sheer 


As to be your negligent and gold attire. 
You are preserved from all desire and harm: 
The virginal seclusion of pure form, 
Seclusion of divine light and holy fire. 


I am excluded from that clarity. 
I shuffle through the sunlit room and stare; 
Light echoes in the dust mote seeded air, 


Opens the room with its neutral purity -- 
Light touching every corner, every wall, 
So that its world is newly visible. 


II 


The same sun glaring on the white sun dial 
Out on the lawn? It seems impossible 

It could so subtly glitter in this still 

Water reflecting the gold and yellow tile, 


That there could be such beautiful denial 
Of that which might deny the beautiful, 
And if you ask how easily, she will 

Just very slightly stir or slightly smile. 


What is the name and nature of such light? 
More than the eye had seen or mind proposed 
It is enigma veiled in plain sight, 


What cannot be forgotten nor possessed. 
You see it still, even with eyes closed, 
What you must have, of which you're dispossessed. 


Il 


Your body bathed in light moves half submerged 
In water so alit and gold I see 

It more as veil than as transparency, 

Through which your outline has but half emerged, 


And see the opal in the water merged 

With sparkling sunlight, delicately 

Webbed and blurred in the intensity 

Of bright reflections, enclosed and yet enlarged 


By echoing the whole room's burning space, 
So that the room is one small world of light: 
Amid these glories, you too take your place. 


Unhampered radiance obscures the charm 
Of flesh's loveliness. Yet this is light, 
Radiant and pure, creating form on form. 


IV 


Nothing is as beautiful as light 

And even the most beautiful of shapes, 
The form of woman in water that drapes 
Her fluidly with silken insight, 


Is no more than an adjunct to this sight 

Of disembodied radiance I glimpse 

Discovered through the female form which keeps 
The sensuous enigma and delight 


Of light itself, amid illusive water -- 
Gold and opal points in which she lies 
Half dreaming and yet knowingly aware 


Of what her office is: to be the form, 
Expressed in paint, of which the substance is 
Without substance, yet radiant and warm. 


Is this the origin of light? This place 

The painter's hand has brought forth out of line 
Responsive to itself, and plane to plane, 
Creating the illusion of pure space 


Which fixed there floats upon the cloth surface 
And draws the eye, the mind, the hand again 
Into its bright center of relation, 

Thus beckoning the hand to leave its trace? 


And if it is the origin of light, 
Why is its not elusive clarity 
Impossible to locate by mere sight, 


As one might point a word out in a book? -- 
Inevitably elsewhere when I try, 
Yet always present if I merely look. 


VI 


A sense of something perfect glimmers where 
The image of her living form has been 

Called forth from pigment, oil, and benzene, 
And made both visible and wholly clear. 


Unfailingly attractive, yet austere, 

Bearing a glamour, though perhaps unseen, 
Something I know of yet cannot attain 
And which I nonetheless cannot forswear. 


The ringing glass, the crystal, beckons me; 
The air itself is active in the sun 
And changes what I see, and how I see, 


Making the painted canvas a clear plane 
Through which an apparitional dimension 
Is seen, stands clear, and then recedes again. 


VII 


Bathed in the apparitional bright space 

Of that dimension which you occupy, 

You are the still point sought by soul and eye, 
Their poised and luminous yet active peace. 


The painter has achieved unsought-for grace 
Where every line and plane is brilliantly 
Alight with casual intensity, 

Where every point of light has found its place. 


You drift and dream within that radiance 
Which fills you, yet of which you cannot know: 
You bear too much of its significance, 


An ancient burden too complex to tell 
And too obscure; you bear it lightly though -- 
Your form all light and, although empty, full. 


Vil 


Her skin, this patina or nacreous shell 

Of paint, crystalline, feminine, delicate, 
Catches the light and then is part of it: 

Pollen yellow, peach tones, mother of pearl -- 


Planes of the artist's fashioning that fill 
With disembodied grace, and so permit 
Her to be held naked, inviolate: 

Space is transfigured for the smiling girl. 


It's turned into a form, a scheme 
Of light and correspondences, illusory, 
A shell of light, darkening with time, 


Yet perfect nonetheless and made to keep 
The dreaming figure, though imperfectly, 
From all that would disturb her radiant sleep. 


Splendor in splendor, and quite uncontained -- 
Is this the beauty of your living form? 

Like light itself, it never need conform 

To any space nor be at all confined. 


Dynamic, still, it radiates beyond 

The limits of the canvas and the frame; 
The painted surface deepens to become 
A realm of spirit, of embodied mind. 


You are a source, and yet a witness too -- 
To what you seem and yet can never be, 
To what I see and yet can never know. 


I witness now your witnessing of light 
And your embodiment of light's beauty, 
Here and now, in my awakened sight. 


Breathing and the rhythm of my eye's 
Ecstatic standing-present in the day, 
Searching out, gathering erotically 

And endlessly, are gathered in likewise. 


Desiring substance, breath, transparent, sees 
What's hidden, inwardly and palpably; 

The eye, opaque, yet seeking transparency, 
Feels throbbing for its ultimate release. 


And now approaching sleep I move to touch 
The springs where light and darkness interflow 
And where the virtual and real match; 


Time and the world can't follow where I go, 
Into the springs of breathing and of sight 
From which these poured forth at the touch of light. 


XI 


Who could determine every line and point 
Within this overwhelming gold? -- the gold 
Of pollen from the flower whose petals fold 
Their space within a flaking skin of paint? 


What eye could follow, and then what restraint 
Prevent the hand from reaching in to hold 

The disappearing hand just briefly held 

Within the mind's eye, fleeting and radiant? 


Light overflows around me where I stand 
And feel the moment opening beneath 
The moment past, the sand grains of my breath 


That rise to suffocate and bury me -- 
Now while the poised still movement of her hand 
Touches my eyes allowing me to see. 


Xi 


As though this body, radiantly here, 

And as it once conceivably had been 
Before its darkened advent or conception, 
Filled with its own light, animate yet clear, 


Purified of everything impure, 

Of even last traces of its origin, 

Free of every compromised relation 
And so allowed to stand before me here, 


Were now a living body I might touch 
Without embracing, hold impalpably, 
Searching beyond what any hand might reach, 


I touch the bright enigma where it lies 
In this capacity to feel and see, 
Albeit with my just awakened eyes. 


XI 


That I awaken now before you, radiant, 

The sun in every corner of your room 
Adding its little to your burning form 

Which surely your perfection could not want, 


Suspended in your shower of light aslant 
The wavering tiles' gold and fiery plum 
Which glimmer in their purple-misted gloom 
As sunlight overflows the barred casement -- 


That I stand here is nothing, everything: 
The splendor is half hidden, yet the eye, 
Here called to witness, and in witnessing 


Overwhelmed in its desire for what it sees, 
Wavers: attention half consents to die, 
If only that it might find its release. 


XIV 


That I might somehow know that radiance, 
Glimmering, just-imagined, and yet seen, 
If only briefly, where it must have been 
Possessed by sight, if even only once, 


A sunny, gold and careless opulence 
Poured out in front of me and held within 
Its formal life of prodigal restriction, 

Its stunning liberation and balance; 


That I might touch as well as merely feel, 
That I might know as well as merely touch 
The inconceivable, the illusory 


Redemption held before the mind's eye, 
Infinite and uncontainable, 
However much my speech might be too much. 


XV 


You have become a part of me somehow. 
Who could describe what happened? Secretly 
New voices opened, speaking inaudibly, 

And drew me into them. Yet this was you. 


Merely to see you was itself to know. 
I felt the brimming rapture of the eye. 
The gaze of captivated memory 

Was how I saw and also what I saw. 


Yet I was not myself. The floating world, 
Illuminated then, grew fixed and tangible 
And clearer, although more mysterious, 


Darkened with shadows that I saw or felt, 
However vaguely, in each syllable 
I spoke and in the world that was and is. 


To Painting 


That light should hold a light within itself 
And radiance a greater radiance, 

Unfixed within the fixed and active points 
That give the painting its first touch of life, 


Untouched by life itself, should be enough 
Perhaps, and gives its satisfactions once. 

The mind is satisfied when freed from chance, 
And yet its longing eye must find relief. 


A light within? Yet what, and where, is that? 
Haunting the images of memory? 
Or hidden just beyond the painted light? 


If it is painted, where did it come from? 
What is this beauty? What do I really see? 
Where is its origin and final home? 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place at one time for dissident 
intellectuals in the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had various occasions to discuss aspects of his 
past and current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any language 
which remains merely language, merely words, is for me of 
no interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the 
sense of being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 
purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 


especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 


Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 
if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 
it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 
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